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Paddy Graydon in the Apache and Civil Wars
P aul A. H utton

•

“The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”

T

he 1850s found New Mexico Territory in a profound state of transition
and turmoil. Political, legal, cultural, and military institutions were all
in a state of flux—and none more so than the military. The brief rule of
the Republic of Mexico over this land had been neither efficient nor protective.
The leaders in distant Mexico City, like the Spanish before them, kept the New
Mexicans virtually disarmed for fear of rebellion, while providing few soldiers
to protect them. The citizens nevertheless kept up a lively system of trade with
their Apache, Comanche, and Navajo neighbors when they were not conducting raids against them for slaves, booty, and revenge. This strange sort of accommodation was one the new U.S. authorities had no patience for.
The Ninth Military Department, established in 1849 and changed to the
Department of New Mexico in 1853, stretched from the Texas line to the California border. A string of forts and outposts were constructed to guard the major
trails—the Santa Fe, Camino Real, and Gila—as well as the important towns. In
time several posts were built in the very heart of Indian country: Fort Defiance
in 1851, Cantonment Burgwin in 1852, Fort Stanton in 1855, Fort Buchanan in
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Capt. Richard Stoddert Ewell
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1856, Fort Breckinridge in 1860, and Fort Cummings in 1863. To guard this vast
territory the U.S. Army could muster but 885 officers and men in 1849, which
had increased to 3,104 in twelve isolated outposts by 1860. Among these soldiers
was a remarkable Irish dragoon who everyone called Paddy Graydon.
James “Paddy” Graydon hailed from County Fermanagh in the north of Ireland. Born to William Graydon and Mary McConnell in 1832, Paddy fled the
great famine of 1845 that devastated his homeland for a fresh start in the New
World. On 26 April 1853, in Baltimore, he was the newest recruit of the U.S. First
Dragoons. At five foot seven, with blue eyes, brown hair, and a fair complexion,
he was a recruiting officer’s dream. He proceeded on with other recruits to Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania, to be trained and outfitted. By July he was among
212 dragoons headed along the legendary Santa Fe Trail to New Mexico Territory. The recruits reached Santa Fe on 7 August 1853.1
Graydon soon found himself at Los Lunas, twenty miles south of Albuquerque, assigned to Capt. Richard Stoddert Ewell’s Company G. Ewell’s men had
nicknamed him “Old Baldy” and “the Woodpecker” because of his prematurely
bald pate and sharp nose. A firm taskmaster, he had a notoriously violent temper that often tipped him into fits of inventive profanity. “His profanity did not
consist of single or even double oaths, but was ingeniously wrought into whole
sentences,” remarked an awe-struck fellow officer. “It was profanity which might
be parsed, and seemed the result of careful study and long practice.” Although
Graydon undoubtedly admired his new captain’s remarkable language skills,
he also quickly came to realize that Ewell’s bark was far worse than his bite.
Unlike many of his fellow officers, the captain was dedicated to the welfare of
2
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U.S. Army System of Defense. Map by Deborah
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his men. Graydon, along with nearly every soldier who ever served with Ewell,
could agree with Gen. Richard Taylor’s assessment of him: “Virginia never bred
a truer gentleman, a braver soldier, nor an odder more lovable fellow.”2
Within a week of Graydon’s arrival at Los Lunas he was made a bugler, despite
his lack of musical training. The bugler was an important position on the post, for
all the events of the day were set by his bugle calls. He was on duty from 5:30 in
the morning until eleven in the evening. His duties, as set out in regulations, were:
awaken cooks 5; assembly 6; mess call (breakfast) 6:15; stable call 7; sick call 7:05;
fatigue call 8; drill call (boots and saddles) 8:05; assembly 8:10; recall from fatigue
11:45; first sergeant call 11:50; mess call (dinner) 12; fatigue call 1; drill call 2; recall
from drill 3; recall from fatigue 4:30; stable call 4:40; assembly 5:25; dress parade
5:40; mess call (supper) 6:30; tattoo 9; call to quarters 10:40; and taps 11. These
bugle calls were altered over time and also varied on weekends. On campaign, of
course, the bugler was always stationed near the commanding officer. This gave
Bugler Graydon rare access to Captain Ewell and they became fast friends.3
Graydon was soon in the saddle pursuing Navajo raiders from the northwest
as well as Gila Apaches striking the Rio Grande settlements from the southwest.
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The next several months saw Graydon’s company out on additional scouts to
the southeast in an unsuccessful search for Mescalero Apaches who had raided
Socorro, and then north against the Jicarilla Apaches who had defeated a dragoon
force just south of Taos in March 1854. The dragoons found themselves always
undermanned and often overmatched by the Apaches in this exotic new land.
Captain Ewell, while exploring this mountain country, mused over the
Indian inhabitants, both past and present. “A great part of my scout has been in
a country without inhabitants, but with the ruins of what must have been large
towns abandoned centuries ago,” he wrote home to Virginia in 1857. “It would
seem to be a semi-civilized people, migratory and followed by another race at
war—as the schools of herring are followed by the dolphin and shark.”4
The “race at war” came from the northeast. These Athabascan speakers, sharing a language spoken by the hunting peoples of Alaska and northern Canada,
had migrated southward along the front range of the Rocky Mountains. They
followed the great buffalo herds and battled other people who dared to dispute
their passage. In time they were confronted by another tribe also expanding
onto the western Great Plains—the Comanches—and these fierce people forced
them to the west to seek sanctuary and safer hunting grounds in the mountain
ranges of what would become New Mexico and Arizona.
They called themselves Dinè or Indeh, which means “the people,” a name
they shared with their linguistic relatives the Navajos. It is likely that they
migrated south as one people but split apart as the Navajos absorbed more of
the pastoral culture of the neighboring Pueblo peoples of the Rio Grande Valley.
The rest of the people migrated to the south and west, preying on those unfortunate enough to be in their way and embracing the cult of the warrior practiced
by their Comanche enemies. In time the Navajos also became bitter enemies to
their southern cousins. These southern people came to be known to all by the
name given them by their Zuni victims—Apache, “the enemy.”
They were all united as Apaches but divided into many tribal bands. To the
east in New Mexico’s Sierra Blanca and on the buffalo grasslands of Texas lived
the Mescaleros. Their close cousins, the Chiricahuas lived in the Gila and Dragoon Mountains of western New Mexico and southeastern Arizona, as well as
the Sierra Madre of Sonora and Chihuahua. The Jicarillas lived far to the north,
ranging from the mountains of northern New Mexico eastward onto the plains,
while the more distant Lipans lived along the Pecos River in Texas. The Western Apaches, divided into five bands, were scattered throughout the eastern and
central mountains of Arizona. These Western Apache bands, unlike the eastern
Apaches, subdivided into clans and like the Navajos practiced some agriculture.
The White Mountain Apaches lived in a vast homeland from the Pinaleño Mountains near the Chiricahua villages north into the majestic White Mountains.
4
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The Western band of these White Mountain people were often called Coyoteros. It is possible that the Apache migrants divided in prehistoric times, with
the ancestors of the Western Apaches moving through the mountains while the
ancestors of the Mescaleros, Jicarillas, Lipans, and Chiricahuas followed the
front range south to New Mexico.
The Mescaleros, Jicarillas, and Chiricahuas had considerable contact with the
Pueblo tribes of the Rio Grande, even adopting several of their ceremonies and
dances, as they migrated to the mountains of north central, south central, and
southwestern New Mexico. The Western Apaches, migrating from the north, were
far less influenced by the Pueblos or their Spanish overlords. Nevertheless, they
also embraced, as did their eastern Apache cousins, a devotion to the cult of the
warrior and an adherence to raiding as a primary source of economic sustenance.
Although all these Apache bands shared the same name and language, they
pursued lives of isolation that kept them from developing any overall sense of
tribal unity. Loyalty was given first to the family or the clan, rather than to the
tribe. Personal and family honor were of the utmost importance. Only under
extraordinary chiefs, such as Mangas Coloradas and his son-in-law Cochise,
did they ever unite. Nor were they a numerous people. At its peak their population was between eight and ten thousand, and perhaps less.5
Bugler Graydon’s most important New Mexico Apache campaign came
just after New Year’s Day 1855. Little did he know that he was traveling into a
land of strange place names that held great portents of tragedy for him. But for
now it was all bugle calls and snapping guidons as Ewell’s eighty men rode east
toward the snow-capped mountain homeland of the Mescaleros. The Apaches
had raided westward with impunity all along the Rio Grande and north as well,
harassing the Hispanic settlements on the Pecos River. Ewell was ordered to
punish them. He was particularly delighted to have just received new Sharps
carbines, which his company had field-tested the previous year. Now he had
carbines for all his men.6
Three days’ march from Los Lunas brought the dragoons to the tiny village of
Anton Chico on the Pecos River. Ewell picked up some local scouts and then led
his men down the Pecos toward the Sierra Blanca. At the junction of the Pecos
and the Rio Bonito they were to rendezvous with Capt. Henry Stanton, First
Dragoons, with twenty-four dragoons and fifty infantrymen from Fort Fillmore.
A West Point graduate of 1842, Stanton had been in New Mexico for less than
a year but had already emerged as an extremely popular soldier with both officers and enlisted men. On 13 January the combined force, with jaded mules and
depleted supplies, pushed deep into the beautiful but forbidding mountains,
finally camping on the Peñasco. Stands of walnut trees lined the stream bank,
lush with high grass and wild grape vines.7
Hutton / “The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”
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What seemed at first a paradise quickly turned into a living Hell. The Mescaleros suddenly appeared in force, setting fire to the grass around the soldiers’
camp and then shadowing Ewell’s men as they marched deeper and deeper
into the mountains. The Apaches, Ewell reported, “disputed every ravine and
showed great boldness.” In an obvious effort to display even greater boldness,
the captain led his men on into the canyons of the Sierra Blanca after a foe that
was tantalizingly close yet ever just out of reach.8
Finally, on 19 January, the Apaches seemed prepared to make a stand. “On the
mountain in front of us at daybreak appeared about 100 warriors,” recorded a
dragoon in his journal. “They were dancing around a fire ‘halloing’ and seemed
to be daring us on.” Ewell saddled his men and to Graydon’s bugle notes the
troopers advanced. All day the running fight continued until finally the Mescaleros lured Captain Stanton and a detachment of twelve men into an ambush.
Stanton immediately realized his error and ordered his men to retreat to some
nearby timber as the Apaches rode down two dragoons, lancing one directly
in front of the captain. Stanton boldly held his ground, covering the retreating troopers with his Sharps carbine. As he paused to reload he was shot in the
head. Ewell, hearing the gunfire, ordered Lt. Isaiah Moore to ride to Stanton’s
relief. Moore’s detachment fought for twenty minutes back and forth over the
three bodies until they finally drove off the Mescaleros. They returned to camp
with the corpses of Stanton and the two dragoons.9
That night the men were buried just outside Ewell’s camp. Graydon and the
other troopers gathered fallen timber and set fires over the graves to obliterate their location. The next morning the dragoons pushed on up the river into
deepening snow. A dozen horses perished the first day. On the second day the
suffering column made only four miles before camping.
The Mescaleros appeared on a distant ridgeline above them but the soldiers
were in no condition to pursue. Against all his instincts save self-preservation,
Ewell ordered the men to turn around and head back. The situation worsened
when, in crossing a stream, they lost many of their packs of provisions. More
horses and mules gave out, with many of the dragoons left afoot. The soldiers
were now simply struggling to survive.
They finally reached Stanton’s burial site only to discover a ghoulish scene.
“Found the bodies torn from the grave,” dragoon James Bennett wrote in his
diary, “their blankets stolen, bodies half-eaten by wolves; their eyes picked out
by ravens; their bones picked by ravens and turkey-buzzards. Revolting sight.”
Bennett, Graydon, and the other dragoons hauled in a great pile of fallen pine
to build a funeral pyre. They placed the bodies on it so that what flesh remained
might be burned away. Then they gathered the bones and carried them down
the Rio Peñasco to the Rio Bonito and out of the land of the Mescalero Apaches.
6
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Captain Ewell’s Pursuit of the Apaches. Image courtesy Paul Andrew Hutton.

A detachment was sent south as escort to return the bones of Captain Stanton
to Fort Fillmore, where his wife awaited his return. “We rode into the fort,” Bennett noted. “Mrs. Stanton, the Captain’s wife, stood in the door awaiting her husband. If a person had one drop of pity, here he could use it.” It took them an hour
to work up the courage to tell the poor woman what by then she already knew.10
Captain Ewell was an exceedingly honest officer, and in his official report he
did not sugarcoat the failure of his campaign. He recommended that a post be
built in the Sierra Blanca Mescalero homeland, and within a few months Fort
Stanton rose beside the Rio Bonito, some thirty miles north of where the captain had fallen. A garrison of 412 men, both dragoon and infantry companies,
was in place by May 1855.
Fort Stanton was built in the typical rectangular pattern of most frontier
posts, with one side paralleling the south bank of the Rio Bonito. There was no
stockade wall around the fort. A series of stone and adobe buildings surrounded
a central parade ground. Quarters for the commanding officer were erected on
the river side, with the adjutant’s office and guardhouse directly across from it.
Two sets of company quarters flanked the adjutant’s office, with quarters for
officers and additional companies surrounding the rest of the expansive parade
ground. Years would pass before the fort was totally built, but in its final form
Hutton / “The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”
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Fort Stanton, New Mexico, est. 1855. Image courtesy Palace of Governors.

it proved to be one of the finest and most substantial posts on the southwestern
frontier—its impressive buildings enhanced by a spectacular mountain valley
location at seventy-five hundred feet above sea level.11
Even as the fort was being constructed, a combined force of troops from
Los Lunas commanded by Capt. James H. Carleton and from Fort Fillmore
under Lt. Col. Dixon Miles scoured the mountains in search of the Mescaleros. There would be no climactic battle, but at Dog Canyon in April 1855 the
Apaches offered to open peace talks. The able New Mexico Indian agent, Dr.
Michael Steck, intervened on their behalf and despite the grumbling of Colonel Miles that this “was not a little annoying when we were prepared to strike,”
they agreed to an armistice. A Mescalero delegation met with New Mexico governor David Meriwether at Fort Thorn and agreed to reside on a reservation
south of Fort Stanton some twenty-seven miles wide and extending from their
mountain homeland to the Pecos River. Congress never ratified the treaty and
the Mescaleros soon resumed their raiding practices, for they had either to steal
or starve.12
The establishment of Fort Stanton brought more settlers to the region, which
further disrupted the fragile hunting and gathering economy of the Apaches
while also providing many new tempting targets for raids. A greater conflict was
inevitable, and in that war Paddy Graydon would play a pivotal role.
Events far to the east now conspired to alter the fates of Captain Ewell and
his redoubtable bugler Paddy Graydon. The Gadsden Purchase of 1854, which
included New Mexico’s Mesilla Valley and all of present Arizona south of the
8
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Gila River, dictated the occupation of this newest addition to the republic by
U.S. troops, and so in the fall of 1856 Captain Ewell and Corporal Graydon
found themselves on the march to Tucson with four companies of the First Dragoons under the command of Maj. Enoch Steen. On 19 October the column of
dragoons, followed by a great train of mule- and ox-drawn freight wagons and a
herd of cattle, headed west from Fort Thorn on the Rio Grande.
Camping just south of Tucson near the ancient (to the Americans) San
Xavier del Bac Mission that November, the dragoons could find no suitable site
for a new post. Tucson, walled like a medieval European city, with but three
hundred inhabitants boasted a reputation for vice and violence that no town
with ten times its population could conceive of. “Tucson is cursed by the presence of two or three hundred of the most infamous scoundrels it is possible to
conceive,” noted a visiting army officer. “Innocent and unoffending men were
shot down or bowie-knifed merely for the pleasure of witnessing their death
agonies. Men walked the streets with double-barreled shotguns, hunting each
other as sportsmen hunt for game.” Major Steen and his officers felt it was best
to keep the troops as far away from the town as possible.13
Captain Ewell explored south some sixty miles to establish Camp Moore at
the old Calabasas Ranch on the Santa Cruz River. Jesuit missionaries had found a
sizable Papago (Tohono O’odham) village here in 1699, and in 1732 silver was discovered on the ranch of a Basque settler to the southwest (his ranch was called
Arizona, which translates as “good oak tree” in Basque). By 1777 the Spanish were
working mines in most of the nearby foothills and mountains, and during the
Mexican period it was the center of a large rancho. Major Steen and his family
now made their home in the abandoned ranch building. It was certainly the most
isolated outpost of the republic, with supply wagons taking nearly a hundred days
to reach it from the Albuquerque depot. Fortunately Camp Moore’s close proximity to the border made it easy to buy supplies in Sonora.14
Ewell and Graydon soon moved a bit farther north from the border with
the relocation of the American outpost, now renamed Fort Buchanan, to a plateau above Sonoita Creek, just to the east of the old Spanish presidio of Tubac.
The post, much like Camp Moore, had no outer walls and was constructed of
logs chinked together with adobe. One local mine owner viewed these dragoons
with a jaundiced eye, for “the most of the men were Germans, and could not
mount a horse without a step-ladder.” Still, the new fort was better situated to
guard against Apache raiding parties since it was placed astride a major Apache
plunder trail into Sonora.15
While the dragoons settled in at Fort Buchanan, an event to the north dictated not only their immediate future but also the course of their relations
with the Apaches living in the mountains to the north and east of the new
Hutton / “The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”
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Mangas Coloradas (c. 1793–1863). Image
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fort. Capt. Henry L. Dodge was the eldest son of Col. Henry Dodge, the original commander of the First Dragoons and later governor of and senator from
Wisconsin, so when young Henry vanished near Zuni in November 1856, his
disappearance caused a sensation. Dodge had left behind a wife and four children in Wisconsin and had “gone Native” on the distant frontier. For four years
he had served as the popular and effective U.S. Indian agent to the Navajos.
Dodge had taken a Navajo bride, who bore him a son, and worked wonders in
smoothing relations between the tribe and the New Mexicans. That November he had joined Maj. Henry Kendrick, the commander of Fort Defiance, on
a scout south to Zuni Pueblo, where Apache raiders had recently struck. “Red
Shirt,” as the Navajos called Dodge, left Kendrick’s column on 19 November to
hunt deer just south of Zuni. He was never seen again. Navajo and Zuni scouts
found Dodge’s trail, which led to a point of obvious struggle where he had been
captured. Navajo scouts scoured the rough country in search of their American
friend, but found only the heel of one of his boots.
The scouts found plenty of Apache tracks. This identification was soon confirmed by a Mexican boy who had just escaped from the very band of Mogollon
and Coyotero Apaches who had taken Dodge. A courier soon galloped off to
Albuquerque with the news. Indian Agent Steck then sent a message to the Chiricahua leader Mangas Coloradas, offering a large ransom for Dodge. A week
later he received a reply: Mangas was certain that Dodge was dead. The Coyotero
10
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war party that had raided Zuni the previous October (and instigated Kendrick’s
patrol) had not only failed to capture any sheep but had lost a warrior. Apache
custom demanded vengeance. A large party of Coyoteros and Mogollones were
returning to Zuni when they came upon Dodge. They promptly shot him to
avenge their dead relative, and now a Coyotero warrior wore Dodge’s famous
red shirt. The Coyoteros and Mogollones, Mangas told Steck, were now gathering in council to plan a war against the New Mexico settlements.16
Col. Benjamin Bonneville, Third Infantry, temporarily in command of all
troops in New Mexico, was outraged over Dodge’s murder, declaring that “the
whole strength of the Department shall be used to punish and break up this
people.” “Old Bonney Clabber,” as Captain Ewell christened him, was well past
his prime. He was a heavyset man with great drooping bags under his eyes that
made him seem even older than he was. Born in Paris in 1796, he had come to
America as a child and, in 1815, had graduated from West Point. After a year
in France with Revolutionary War hero Gen. Marquis de Lafayette, Bonneville
undertook a grand fur trapping and exploring expedition with mountain man
Joseph Walker, later immortalized by Washington Irving. A military career both
celebrated and controversial had led him to the command of the vast military
department of New Mexico (which included Arizona) in 1855.17
Determined to avenge Dodge, the colonel concentrated military units from
all across the territory at Albuquerque and Fort Thorn. On 1 May 1857, a northern column under Col. William Loring—with three companies of the Mounted
Rifles, two of the Third Infantry, and a detachment of Pueblo Indian scouts,
about three hundred men—marched against the Mogollon bands. On the same
day Colonel Bonneville led a southern column from Fort Thorn westward
toward the mountains of Arizona. He commanded three companies of the First
Dragoons, two of Mounted Rifles, and three of infantry. In all, nearly six hundred men now marched toward the Mogollon heartland north of the Gila River.
As the column advanced, it was met by fire, for as Mangas Coloradas led his
people south to Mexico they set the forest ablaze behind them. “As soon as it
became dark,” wrote Lt. Henry Lazelle in his diary, “I had spread before me one
of the grandest sights of the Earth: for a space of at least one hundred miles in
diameter, and whose limit was burning mountains, was one gorgeous arena of
leaping flames.”18
First blood was drawn by Colonel Loring and his Mounted Riflemen. The
one-armed hero of Chapultepec in the Mexican War led a large scouting party
eastward from Bonneville’s Gila River camp toward the Mimbres River. This
was, of course, in the opposite direction from the homeland of the targeted
Mogollon (or Tonto as they were later called) Apaches. On 24 May Loring’s
scouts discovered an Apache rancheria hidden in a steep canyon. The camp
Hutton / “The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”
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belonged to Cuchillo Negro, one of Indian Agent Steck’s prize converts, who
had been drawing rations at Fort Thorn and even farming. He was returning
from a raid into Mexico, driving hundreds of captured sheep. Loring’s twopronged assault caught the Chihennes completely by surprise. Cuchilla Negro,
along with five warriors and a woman were killed and nine women and children
captured. Darkness saved the fleeing Apaches from the pursuing soldiers.
Bonneville was delighted at Loring’s victory, gleefully reporting to his superiors that “Loring has inflicted a blow upon this Mimbres band of Apaches which
must have a salutary effect upon all others.” This was but the beginning of a
pathetic trend on the part of American military officers to slaughter innocent
Apaches and convert it on paper into a major victory over notorious hostiles.
While Cuchilla Negro was hardly innocent, he was certainly not even remotely
involved in the Dodge murder. He and his people had simply provided a convenient target for the frustrated American soldiers.19
Captain Ewell led three companies north from Fort Buchanan, joining Bonneville south of the Gila on 10 June. Ewell had no patience with his commanding officer, a sentiment echoed by an infantry officer who carped that the whole
campaign was a lark “originating in the bombastic folly of a silly old man.” Ewell
and his trail-hardened dragoons offered some comfort to a nervous Lt. John Van
Deusen DuBois, who regarded his commander as “less ludicrous than pathetic”
and felt that Ewell was the command’s “only anchor of hope now.”20
Ewell certainly confirmed that young officer’s faith when, on 27 June, his
command stumbled upon a large Coyotero camp some thirty-five miles from
Mount Graham. The previous day Bonneville had decided to turn back, for
the men were now living on mule meat, but Ewell and others had prevailed on
him to push westward along the river for at least one more day. Ewell and his
dragoons led the advance and attacked the Apache camp late in the afternoon.
Graydon’s trumpet notes surprised both the Apaches and the rest of the troops
not far behind. “It was a perfect stampede,” noted one of the officers. The dragoons were already in the village as the infantry came charging down into the
river valley to cut off any escape routes. Many of the Coyoteros were shot as they
attempted to get their families across the river. It was all over in less than an
hour. The soldiers counted twenty-four dead warriors with twenty-six women
and children taken captive.21
Colonel Bonneville, well-satisfied with his victory, ordered his troops to
return to their posts. Back in New Mexico, Steck learned that the Coyoteros
attacked by Ewell had harbored Captain Dodge’s Mogollon killer. The man
wearing Dodge’s red shirt had died in the Coyotero camp on the Gila. While
this added to the martial reputations of Bonneville, Loring, and Ewell, also giving some satisfaction to those seeking vengeance for Dodge, the most important
12
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consequence was to enrage the Coyoteros. These White Mountain Apaches of
the upper Gila were by far the most numerous of the various Apache bands,
with some 2,500 people. They greatly outnumbered the six hundred or so Chiricahuas in the rugged mountains to the southeast. Isolated from the American settlements, the Coyoteros had, for the most part, left the white eyes alone
while continuing their traditional raids into Mexico. Now, their new quest for
revenge—a primal cultural calling for all Apaches—would change everything.
The settlements in New Mexico and Arizona would soon pay a toll in blood for
old Bonneville’s folly.22
Corporal Paddy Graydon remained with his dragoon company only a short
time longer. On 25 April 1858, Ewell signed his honorable discharge at Fort
Buchanan. But Graydon was hardly finished with the army, for he had grand
plans to make the most of his military connections.
Several months later the United States Boundary Hotel opened on Sonoita
Creek just four miles south of Fort Buchanan. The one-story adobe was known
to all as Casa Blanca because of its whitewashed walls. Graydon advertised “a
fine assortment of wines, liquors, cigars, sardines . . . and good accommodations
for the night.” Sonoran señoritas sang songs, waited tables and cooked, sometimes dealt cards, and always smiled at the rough patrons, laughed at their crude
jokes, and helped them to forget just how very far from home they were. It was,
remarked one patron, “a pretty tough joint, but a good saloon.” Guns and knives
often settled disputes over cards, for as Lt. Isaiah Moore of the dragoons commented, the “American population” on the Sonoita was “mostly outlaws having
everything to gain and nothing to lose.”23
By 1860 Graydon was the wealthiest man in southern Arizona. “Paddy Graydon had a gin mill just off the fort reservation,” remarked an admiring James
Tevis, “and he made more money from it than all the ranchmen put together.”
The census of 1860 listed Graydon’s real estate at $3,000 and his personal property at $10,000, a small fortune for that time and place. It listed his occupation
as “farmer.” He had hired four skilled Sonoran farmers to irrigate fields along
the Santa Cruz and they harvested a rich bounty for the tables at Casa Blanca.
Graydon also ran a small herd of beef and other livestock. By this time he had
also secured an appointment as customs collector for the Sonoita Valley, which
opened up yet another lucrative revenue stream for the busy Irishman.24
Graydon’s most profitable venture was likely the partnership he formed at
Casa Blanca with the most famous woman on the frontier—Sarah Bowman,
truly larger than life in every way and known to all as the “Great Western.” Jeff
Ake, who met her at Graydon’s place in 1856, was awestruck: “They called her
old Great Western. She packed two six-shooters, and they all said she shore
could use ’em, that she had killed a couple of men in her time. She was a hell of
Hutton / “The Fearless Leader of a Desperate Band”
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a good woman.” Ake’s father, Grundy, spoke of Bowman reverently as simply,
“The greatest whore in the West.”25
Born in Missouri in 1812, Sarah Bowman’s maiden name was long ago lost to
history. She grew to be an impressive woman over six feet tall and close to two
hundred pounds. She was blessed with a well-proportioned if ample figure, and
an attractive face framed by dark red hair. Bowman had a great appetite for life
and for men. She married at least three times, and the name of her last husband,
a German immigrant in the Second Dragoons who was fifteen years her junior,
stuck with her. A fellow soldier was suitably impressed by Cor. Albert Bowman’s
bride. “Today we are reinforced by a renowned female character,” Priv. Sylvester
Matson wrote in his diary on 9 May 1852. “They call her doctor Mary. Her other
name is the Great Western.” He described her as a “giantess over seven feet tall,”
with a scar across her cheek from a Mexican saber wound. The camp story was
that she had killed the Mexican soldier who wounded her. “She appears here
modest and womanly not withstanding her great size and attire. She has on a
crimson velvet waist, a pretty riding skirt and her head is surmounted by a gold
laced cap of the Second Artillery. She is carrying pistols and a rifle. She reminds
me of Joan of Arc and the days of chivalry.”26
Her fame was derived from her heroics during the Mexican War. As a laundress and cook attached to Gen. Zachary Taylor’s army, she had fed and nursed the
besieged soldiers at Fort Brown on the Rio Grande. By this time she had already
been nicknamed the Great Western, which was at the time the name of the largest steamboat in the world. When Taylor’s army moved west against Monterey,
the Great Western followed. In Saltillo she opened an establishment that catered
to the many needs of the army of occupation. When the war ended she moved
her thriving business north to El Paso where famed Texas Ranger John “Rip” Ford
met her. “On our side an American woman known as the Great Western kept a
hotel. She was very tall, large and well made,” Ford related of his encounter in
1849. “She had a reputation of being something of the roughest fighter on the Rio
Grande. She was approached in a polite, if not humble, manner by all of us.”27
From El Paso Bowman followed the army, and her new husband Corporal
Bowman, to Fort Yuma at the Colorado River crossing between Arizona and
California. She soon had an establishment across the river from the fort that fed
the varied appetites of the officers and enlisted men of Fort Yuma. A little town
grew up around her “boarding house.”
In October 1856, Sarah and Albert, who had left the dragoons, joined a small
wagon train headed east, happy to leave Yuma behind. “There was just one thin
sheet of sandpaper between Yuma and Hell,” she declared upon departing the
desert metropolis she had founded. By the summer of 1858 she and her girls
were well established with Paddy Graydon at Casa Blanca.28
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Sonoran ladies by the score came north, and not all came to work for Graydon and the Great Western. “Sonora has always been famous for the beauty
and gracefulness of its señoritas,” remarked Charles Poston. They found work
as cooks at the mines and ranches, some landed husbands, while others served
drinks and food, sang songs, and ran the gambling tables at Casa Blanca. “They
were experts at cards,” Poston recalled from sad experience, “and divested many
a miner of his week’s wages over a game of Monte.”29
A gang of young toughs led by Bill Ake ran roughshod over the valley and
were especially brutal in their treatment of the Mexican farmers and laborers.
This cowboy element proved so troublesome that it fell to Graydon to establish
some sort of law and order in the valley. Two Mexicans were killed in a saloon
brawl with the cowboys at Casa Blanca, and Paddy had a gunfight with one of
the drunken toughs. He eventually put together a reliable posse that captured
several of the outlaws and drove Ake and the rest of his gang out of the territory.
“He was a true Irishman,” remarked an admiring Dr. John Hall, a remarkable
British soldier of fortune who joined Graydon’s posse, “easily got into a scrape
and just as easily got out of it, and withal he was a dangerous customer to deal
with; he possessed in a remarkable degree the cunning of a fox.”30
In time Graydon set himself up as a sort of informal lawman. The army also
paid him a monthly salary to act as a scout and interpreter when needed. Much
of this work involved trailing deserters and bringing them back to the fort.
Paddy made quite a reputation for himself, while adding to his fortune with the
army bounty payments.31
On 28 January 1861, Johnny Ward, one of Graydon’s neighbors who had a
ranch a dozen miles south on the Sonoita, arrived at Fort Buchanan. Apaches
had raided his ranch, kidnapped his eleven-year-old stepson and made off with
his cattle herd. Captain Ewell was in Albuquerque, so the pursuit of the Apaches
was entrusted to young 2d Lt. George Bascom, Seventh Infantry, who rode out
early the next morning with fifty-four of his infantrymen mounted on mules.
Ward accompanied the column. Bascom made straight for the Butterfield stage
station at Apache Pass for he knew that the Chiricahua chief Cochise camped
in the nearby mountains. Once at the stage station Bascom sent a message to
Cochise requesting a parley and the chief came in the next morning, accompanied by his wife, young son, brother, and four others. Cochise thought he was
coming in for the noonday meal and a cordial talk and so was taken aback when
Bascom demanded that he return the kidnapped Ward boy. Cochise truthfully
replied that he did not have the child, but promised to look for him. Bascom
responded that Cochise and his companions would be held as hostages until
the boy was returned and promptly ordered their arrest. Cochise pulled a knife
and cut his way out of Bascom’s tent, but the others were taken prisoner and one
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Cochise (c. 1804–1874). Illustration by Samuel W.
Cozzens. Image courtesy Paul Andrew Hutton.

Apache was killed. Cochise soon returned with scores of warriors to besiege the
stage station. His warriors also captured a wagon train, and Cochise offered to
trade his prisoners for the Apache hostages. Bascom refused, and hard fighting
followed. Several of the besieged were killed or wounded. Bascom’s woes were
increased by the arrival of two stages at the station, one of which had fought its
way through the Apaches and carried wounded men. Several men now volunteered to go out under cover of darkness and get help from Fort Buchanan.32
Post commander Pitcairn Morrison had few troops to spare. Assistant Surgeon Bernard J. D. Irwin, knowing that there were wounded men with Bascom,
volunteered to go. All the messengers from Bascom volunteered to go back with
Irwin, as did eleven men from H Company. Morrison dispatched a courier to
Lt. Isaiah Moore at Fort Breckenridge, requesting assistance from the dragoons,
and sent another to Casa Blanca to enlist Graydon. The Irishman, always anxious for an adventure, soon arrived, and the detachment, mounted on mules,
departed for Apache Pass. Despite a fierce snowstorm they covered sixty-five
miles the first day, camping at Dragoon Springs that night. Irwin was delighted
to have Graydon with his little command, later writing in his official report that
“his character for daring and courage needs no commendation at my hands.”33
Irwin’s Fort Buchanan relief party camped overnight at Dragoon Springs and
then pressed on along the Overland Mail road on Sunday morning, 10 February. Along the desolate Playa de los Pimos, on the eastern edge of the Sulphur
Springs Valley, the soldiers saw a distant dust cloud, and halted to discover the
source. It turned out to be a raiding party of Coyotero Apaches heading north
with stolen cattle and horses.
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This was made to order for Paddy Graydon. He led the mule-mounted infantry in a wild seven-mile chase that captured thirteen cattle, three horses, and most
importantly, three of the Apache raiders. Graydon had the Coyotero warriors
bound, then proceeded on with the cattle and horses toward Apache Pass. This
strange caravan reached the stage station later that evening. Wild cheers erupted
as the besieged men welcomed the desperately needed doctor, who had not only
brought medical care but reinforcements and beef for dinner. For leading this
daring rescue ride, Doctor Irwin would later be awarded the Medal of Honor.
Four days later, Lieutenant Moore with two dragoon companies reached the
stage station. Bascom had remained immobile since Irwin’s arrival, fearful to
venture away from his fortified position. He did not know that Cochise and his
warriors had killed their prisoners and scattered.
Moore, who was now the ranking officer at Apache Pass, organized a reconnaissance-in-force on 16 February. Not far from the overland road they discovered
four butchered bodies. In response, Moore and Bascom hanged Cochise’s brother
and five other prisoners. A quarter-century of brutal warfare would follow.
Within sixty days of the so-called “Bascom Affair,” the Apaches struck everywhere. Cochise’s warriors hit five stage stations, repeatedly attacked the mail
coaches, and swept through the Santa Cruz Valley killing 150 of the hated white
eyes. In early June Cochise’s warriors rounded up the entire Fort Buchanan herd
of ten mules and twenty-three cattle, which were grazing just south of the post
near Casa Blanca.
Lieutenant Bascom came to investigate and promptly recruited Graydon to
ride with him in pursuit. With less than a dozen men they followed the Apaches
to the northeast, catching up with them in the foothills of the Whetstone Mountains. As the soldiers drew nearer the Apaches killed most of the cattle and vanished into the mountains. Bascom followed them right into an ambush. The
Apaches suddenly emerged from their hiding places and opened fire, wounding
one of the soldiers. The little party retreated back to open ground to dismount
and make a stand. A dozen mounted warriors charged toward the men while an
equal number came rushing forward on foot. A well-directed volley from the
infantrymen killed two warriors, wounded three, and halted the charge. Cochise, recognizing Bascom, called out to him in English, “taunting and cursing.” In
response Graydon sallied forth and killed two more Apaches. After twenty minutes Cochise withdrew. It had been a costly day for the Apaches. The soldiers
were back at the fort in time for the supper mess call. Bascom filed his report,
where he again noted “the bravery and gallant conduct of Mr. James Graydon.”34
By August, less than sixty Americans were still living in Tucson. All the
farms and ranches along the Sonoita and Santa Cruz were abandoned as were
all the mines save for one near the border. On 9 July 1861, an express from New
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Mexico had reached Fort Buchanan with orders to abandon the post and march
to Fort Fillmore on the Rio Grande to meet the new Confederate invasion from
Texas. Lieutenant Moore soon arrived with his two dragoon companies from
the abandoned and burned Fort Breckenridge to join the two companies of the
Seventh Infantry on their eastward trek. As the troops departed on 23 July they
torched the fort and all the supplies they had left behind. Even Paddy Graydon
was not allowed any government goods, for orders were orders, and it was the
desire of the government to destroy property rather than turn it over to the citizens of Arizona.
Apocalypse had settled on the Santa Cruz. “Well, this country is going to the
devil with railroad speed,” reported Thompson Turner from Tucson on 17 July.
“Secessionists on one side and Apaches on the other will bring us speedily to the
issue, and the issue will be absence or death.”35
The game was up, and the Americans along the Sonoita and Santa Cruz
packed up and left their fields. Tubac, besieged by a large Coyotero war party,
was soon abandoned. Most of the Mexican mine and ranch workers fled south
to Sonora. Even Graydon decided to abandon Casa Blanca, for there was no
longer any clientele to purchase the services he and the Great Western provided.
Bowman sent her girls south to Sonora and parted with the eastbound Graydon. She was going west.
When the fleeing Arizona miners Charles Poston and Raphael Pumpelly
arrived at Yuma they found Sarah and Albert Bowman back in business. They
boarded with her, and Pumpelly, later to be a famous explorer and Harvard professor, was mesmerized. “Our landlady, known as the ‘Great Western,’ no longer
young, was a character of a varied past,” he wrote in his memoir. “Her relations
with the soldiers were of two kinds. One of these does not admit of analysis; the
other was angelic, for she was adored by the soldiers for bravery in the field and
for her unceasing kindness in nursing the sick and wounded.” The eastern dude
watched this magnificent woman’s every movement, “as with quiet native dignity,
she served our simple meal. She was a lesson in the complexity of human nature.”36
California volunteers soon flooded into Fort Yuma to prepare to march
east against the Confederates. Bowman once again did a booming business.
Lt. Edward Tuttle was in awe. “She was a splendid example of the American
frontier woman,” he gushed. He was also impressed that she had been awarded
“rations for life” by the Fourth Infantry. Those rations did not continue for long.
The Great Western died on 23 December 1866, at Fort Yuma in her fifty-third
year, the victim of the bite of a tarantula spider. They buried her in the Fort
Yuma cemetery, where the soldiers fired a salute over her grave.37
The Apaches had indeed successfully, if only briefly, thrown back the advance
of the American frontier. Cochise and Mangas Coloradas were certain that their
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relentless war on the white eyes after the Bascom Affair had stampeded the soldiers, miners, and settlers. Just as their forefathers had repulsed the Spanish and
then the Mexicans, they had now defeated the Americans. “We were successful,” Cochise later proclaimed to an American official, “and your soldiers were
driven away and your people killed and we again possessed our land.”38
Lt. Col. John Robert Baylor, with but 258 Confederate troops, had occupied
Mesilla, New Mexico, on 25 July 1861, brushing aside token Union resistance. He
then quickly moved north against Fort Fillmore. It had already been decided by
Col. Edward R. S. Canby, who was the new department commander in Santa Fe
after every superior officer had resigned to join the rebels, to abandon the post
and consolidate all Union forces at Forts Craig and Stanton to block rebel invasion routes up the Rio Grande and Pecos rivers. The Fort Fillmore commander
panicked before the Confederates, burned his post, and fled toward Fort Stanton, but his five-hundred Union troops were quickly captured by Baylor’s rebels.
Fort Stanton was also soon abandoned. On 1 August 1861, Colonel Baylor, back
in Mesilla, issued a proclamation creating the Confederate Territory of Arizona
with himself as governor. Mesilla was to be the territorial capital and the boundary of this new territory was to be the 34th parallel on the north from Texas to
the Colorado River. The Confederate Congress ratified Baylor’s proclamation
on 14 February 1862.39
Brig. Gen. Henry Hopkins Sibley, who until the previous May had served as a
dragoon officer in Taos, reached Mesilla in January 1862 with 2,590 men, mostly
Texans, to complete the conquest of New Mexico. He advanced on Fort Craig.
Canby hurried reinforcements to this last bastion of federal power and feverishly
labored to improve the fortifications. Sibley knew Canby quite well. They had
been cadets together at West Point, Canby had been best man at his wedding, and
Sibley’s last campaign under the Old Flag had been with Canby against the Navajos. By February 1862 Canby had nearly four thousand men under arms at Fort
Craig, 1,200 of them regulars. Among the regulars were the 250 Arizona troops
under Moore and Bascom from Forts Breckinridge and Buchanan.40
Graydon was at the fort as well, now a captain commanding a volunteer spy
company. He had joined the Union forces in New Mexico not long after departing Casa Blanca in July. At the Mimbres River he had encountered a rebel courier on his way to Pinos Altos with a dispatch from Baylor. Paddy expressed his
sympathy with the rebel cause, wished the courier well, and rode on to Mesilla.
He had already arranged with Lieutenant Moore to pick up as much information as possible in Mesilla before reporting to Union headquarters. The saloons
of the town were packed with loud-talking Texas volunteers. This was dangerous work, but it was made to order for Paddy who easily caroused with the rebels in gin joints and whore houses. Over whiskey and tobacco he soon extracted
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Fort Craig, New Mexico, ca. 1866. Company quarters. Photograph courtesy
Palace of the Governors

plenty of valuable information from the invaders. Upon reaching Santa Fe,
Graydon made a report on the rebel troop movements and offered his services
to the territorial governor. By October 1861, he had his spy company in the field.
Few officers became as popular, or as notorious, as thirty-year-old Paddy
Graydon. The hard-drinking, colorful Irishman had made quite a reputation,
for both good and bad, in the months between joining the Union Army and his
arrival at Fort Craig. He had recruited his “Independent Spy Company” quickly,
aided by his Catholic faith, long experience in the Southwest, and fluency in
Spanish. They were the “hardest cases he could find,” one of Canby’s officers
recalled, and all eighty-four took an oath before “Jesus Christo y Santa Maria” to
serve Captain Graydon and the U.S. government faithfully. They then kissed the
Holy Cross that an obliging señorita had sewn onto the company’s little blue silk
banner. This was a wildly undisciplined but highly effective scouting company
in the campaign against Sibley’s invading Texans. Capt. George Pettis of the California Column characterized Graydon as “a brave man, and no undertaking
was too hazardous for him to attempt.” A fellow volunteer officer from Colorado colorfully described the Irish captain as “the vulture over the carrion” and
“an enterprising, fearless leader of a desperate band.” Another Colorado soldier
admired him simply as “a daredevil and as reckless as can be.”
As Sibley’s army marched up the Camino Real, Graydon harassed them at
every opportunity, taking prisoners, burning supply wagons, rescuing Yankee
prisoners from the invader, and generally making himself a legend to the rank and
file huddled around Union campfires. “Paddy Graydon, as he is familiarly called,
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is quite an ordinary appearing man, but he emphatically deceives his looks,” noted
Capt. O. J. Hollister of the Colorado Volunteers. “He is always hovering around
the foe, watching with eagle eye for a chance to strike a telling blow.” Even the rebels whispered his name around their campfires. “O’Graydon himself was looking
at us when we drilled at Ft. Davis coming on up,” Sgt. A. B. Peticolas of the Fourth
Texas Mounted Volunteers recorded in his diary, “and some of their spys [sic]
took supper with us every night we were in New Mexico.”41
In the inky blackness of the night of 13 February, Graydon torched a bonfire on the barren north face of Fr. Cristobal Mountain to warn Canby at distant Fort Craig of the approach of the rebel army. The next morning he spied
a rebel courier some five miles south of the fort and captured him within sight
of the rebel advance guard. Two days later, from behind the stout walls of Fort
Craig, Graydon spied the fluttering banners of the rebel host in the distance
and promptly sallied forth with his company and two others to challenge them.
Paddy rode to within musket range of the rebel line, and as they fired turned his
gray horse and galloped back into the fort to the cheers of the garrison. He had
counted their guns.42
Sibley had no stomach for an assault on Fort Craig. On 19 February, he
began to move his men and wagons across the river at a ford some six miles to
the south. He planned to bypass the fort, leaving it isolated and without hope
of resupply, or at least hoped to draw the defenders out into an open battle.
This was a daring planm for the rebel soldiers would have to pull their wagons and artillery across rough and broken country blocked by high bluffs from
easy access to the river. The weather was miserable with intermittent sleet and
hail following on the heels of a massive sandstorm. Sibley could cross back and
regain the Camino Real some four miles upriver from the fort at the northern
edge of Mesa del Contadera near the adobe ruins of the abandoned village of
Valverde where the Apaches had forced out the settlers decades before.
A full day passed before Canby’s scouts discovered the rebel movement.
Graydon now came up with a crazy scheme, perhaps inspired by Drake’s fire
ships against the Spanish Armada, to stampede the rebel horse herd. Surveying Fort Craig’s animal corral, Graydon selected two ancient mules for a daring mission behind enemy lines. Paddy must have known the famed quip about
mules—that they had no pride of ancestry nor any hope for posterity—for
this was to be a suicide mission. He and a handful of his best men loaded the
mules down with twenty-four-pounder artillery shells to which they attached
long fuses. Under cover of darkness they led the sturdy beasts across the frigid
river, carefully making their way up the rocky escarpment behind which lay the
enemy camp. The rebel campfires lit up the sky beyond the bluff. Graydon could
hear voices in the camp. His target was the horse and cattle herd, for he hoped
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his mules would gravitate toward their rebel cousins. He lit the fuses and with a
slap on their rumps sent the patriotic Union mules off toward the camp. Graydon and his men scurried away, delighted to have escaped undetected. Suddenly
they realized that they were being followed. Unfortunately the notoriously stubborn, or loyal, mules had reversed course to follow Graydon. The burning fuses,
getting shorter by the second, lit up the night sky. Graydon and his wide-eyed
companions beat a hasty retreat. They had not gone far when came the inevitable explosions. The ball of flame sent shock waves through the rebel camp.
The martyred mules had not died in vain, for the boom of the exploding shells
sent the rebel horse and mule herd into a panic. Already crazed with thirst, they
stampeded down to the Rio Grande to drink. Union soldiers collected sho150
of them and herded them back to the fort. This escapade endeared the colorful
captain all the more to the Yankee soldiers. The rebels were not amused, for the
next morning they were forced to burn nearly a quarter of their wagons since
they no longer had teams to pull them.43
Before dawn the next morning Graydon’s irregulars, along with Capt. Rafael
Chacon’s mounted company of Kit Carson’s First New Mexico Volunteers,
splashed across the Rio Grande toward the barren cottonwoods marking the
eastern bank. A brisk fire suddenly erupted from the trees and the Battle of
Valverde was underway. Graydon and Chacon discovered Sibley’s men not only
in the cottonwoods, but also arrayed on the steep sandy mesa rising three hundred feet behind the screen of trees.
As the sun rose Lt. Col. Benjamin Roberts ordered his men across the river
to support Graydon and Chacon. Four companies of the newly designated
First and Third Cavalry (formally the First Dragoons and the Mounted Rifles)
splashed across the river into a blinding sunrise to drive the outnumbered rebels
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from the tree line. As more federal reinforcements arrived, including Captain
Bascom’s Arizona regulars, they were hurried across the Valverde ford. Supported by an artillery battery of six guns under Capt. Alexander McRae, Bascom’s infantry held the northern flank of a Union line strung out a considerable
distance down the Rio Grande. Graydon raced up and down the extended battle
line. A Union officer remembered that “his little battle flag was seen everywhere;
now harassing upon one flank, now charging impetuously upon the other.” The
Texans were certain that it was “Kit Carson and a thousand Mexicans who had
gone round to cut off the train.” They convinced themselves that the troops left
to guard the wagons had beaten off Carson’s host, but it was actually Graydon’s
single company of irregulars that they had repulsed. Carson’s regiment was held
in reserve on the west bank for over three hours as the outnumbered rebels were
forced back from the river.44
Canby tardily reached Valverde from Fort Craig at around three o’clock in
the afternoon, which was just about the same time that his friend Sibley retired
from the field to an ambulance. “The commanding general,” noted a rebel soldier, “was an old Army officer whose love for liquor exceeded that for home,
country or God.” Col. Tom Green, an experienced Indian fighter from the Texas
frontier, now took command of Confederate forces, which was quite unfortunate for the federal cause. Rallying his men, Green hurled 750 shrieking Texans
down from the bluffs toward McRae’s battery on the federal left.
The befuddled Canby assisted the rebels by shifting Carson and the reserves
over to the right flank just as Green’s men crashed down on McRae. The young
captain and his weary men, who had been in combat all day, fought valiantly but
were quickly overwhelmed. It was hand to hand around the cannons, with federal bayonet against rebel Bowie knife. McRae, calmly emptying his pistol into the
advancing rebels, died beside his guns. The rebels swept over the battery and sent
the supporting soldiers into a wild retreat. Turning the captured guns around,
they proceeded to bombard the fleeing troops. Bascom was killed in this rout.
Canby, his mouth firmly clenched on an unlit cigar and on foot since his
horse had been shot out from under him, watched helplessly as his left flank
collapsed. As darkness approached he ordered a retreat back to Fort Craig. Carson’s men, on the right flank, were in pursuit of retreating rebels when recalled.
“I could not understand the signals to retreat,” remarked Captain Chacon, “for
we considered that our charge upon the enemy’s main cavalry had won the battle.” It had been a costly day. The butcher’s bill for Canby was 111 dead and 160
wounded, while for Sibley it was 72 dead and 157 wounded.45
Sibley sobered up quickly from his battlefield illness. He marched north to
occupy Albuquerque with ease and settled into comfortable quarters in Santa Fe
on 10 March. Only Fort Union stood between him and the Colorado mines, but
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Colorado volunteers rushed south to reinforce the federals at the fort. Under a
fire-breathing Methodist minister, Maj. John Chivington, they delivered a devastating blow to the Confederate forces near Glorieta Pass, just to the east of
Santa Fe, on 28 March 1862, and won the day by destroying the rebel supply
train and horse herd. Even though the Texans defeated Union forces a few miles
to the east at Glorieta, the destruction of the supply train was a death blow. Sibley, with no supplies or any hope of reinforcements, had no choice but to abandon Santa Fe and Albuquerque on 12 April. The retreat south soon became akin
to a death march, with the rebels continually harassed by both Graydon’s Yankees and the Apaches before they reached Texas.46
Carson and his regiment were assigned to garrison Fort Craig after Valverde.
Canby, who also remained at the fort, reorganized the New Mexico volunteer
regiments in May into a single unit under Carson’s command. This reorganization retained only the best officers and men from the various regiments for service with the remainder sent home. Canby then returned in triumph to Santa
Fe on 3 May 1862. While his forces had lost every battle they had still won the
campaign. His reward was a brigadier general’s star and a transfer to the East.47
Brig. Gen. James Carleton replaced Canby in command. In September, Colonel Carson received Special Order 176 from his old friend and new commander
to take five companies of his command and reopen the abandoned Fort Stanton. Upon reaching the fort on 26 October, Carson found it in shambles with
everything of value carried off by rebels or Mescaleros.
Once there he received detailed orders from Carleton: “As your scouts come
near the mouth of the Peñasco they will, doubtless, find a plenty of Mescaleros. All Indian men of the Mescalero tribe are to be killed whenever and wherever you can find them. The women and children will not be harmed, but you
will take them prisoners, and feed them at Fort Stanton until you receive other
instructions about them.”48
The Mescaleros, like the Jicarillas to the north, were not a numerous people,
but they had prospered in the Sierra Blanca. They made the mountains their
home, moving in a pattern to favorite campsites in the Guadalupes, the Capitans, and the Sacramentos. They harvested the abundant mescal plant, which
provided both a staple food and beverage to them. The Spanish, whom they
both preyed upon and traded with, had named them Mescaleros, or “mescal
makers,” because of their dependence on the huge desert plant. This agave, with
its thick green leaves coming to a cutting spike at its ends, was harvested by
Mescalero women in late spring when the red flower stalks began to emerge.
The excavated root, or crown, was baked in large underground ovens, and the
eating of the freshly cooked mescal was a favorite time of the year. The cooked
mescal was then dried in the sun, and stored or carried as an easily transportable
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food. Almost every edible mountain plant, from piñon pine nuts to the fruit of
the prickly pear cactus was put to good use. The men hunted deer, elk, and antelope, and once the Spanish arrived developed a taste for cattle, horse, and mule
meat as well. Spanish horses also allowed Mescalero hunters to roam eastward
onto the Great Plains in search of buffalo. Despite Comanche resistance, the
Mescaleros hunted east into Texas to the headwaters of the Brazos and Colorado rivers and south to the Big Bend of the Rio Grande.
By the time of the conquest in 1846, the Mescaleros held sway over a vast territory. Within a decade, however, the Americans had them hemmed in with five
forts, the most important of which was Fort Stanton in the heart of their Sierra
Blanca homeland. It was to this post that Carleton now sent Carson.49
Carleton, nervous about his old friend’s scruples when fighting Indians,
also ordered out four companies of California troops, under Capt. William
McCleave from Fort Fillmore and Capt. Nathaniel Pishon from Fort Franklin.
McCleave received orders from Carleton that “there is to be no council held
with the Indians, nor any talks. The men are to be slain whenever and wherever
they can be found . . . they have robbed and murdered the people with impunity
too long already.” The California troops were soon hunting Mescaleros in the
Sacramento and Guadalupe Mountains.50
First blood was drawn by Carson’s New Mexican troops. Captain Graydon
led two companies and a supply train of wagons south from Anton Chico, on
the Pecos River, toward Fort Stanton on 11 October. In the May reorganization
of the First New Mexico Volunteers, Paddy Graydon had been assigned to command Company H.
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The Mescaleros had welcomed the abandonment of Fort Stanton, taking it as
a sign of the withdrawal of the white eyes from their country. Emboldened Mescalero raiding parties had struck exposed Hispanic farms and ranches throughout southern New Mexico, and travel became a dangerous proposition even
for military couriers. They had also attacked the retreating Confederates after
Glorieta. Graydon learned of these Mescalero skirmishes with the rebels from
Indian agent Lorenzo Labadie, who had taken refuge at Anton Chico. Labadie assured Graydon that the Mescaleros, especially those following Chief Manuelito, who was in the Gallinas Mountains to the northwest of Fort Stanton,
desired a peace parley. Graydon, still worried about the return of the rebels,
hoped to enlist the Mescaleros as scouts. He wrote his superiors that they “could
be put to good use as guides and spies down the Pecos.”51
Graydon’s plan to enlist the Mescaleros as allies was tempered a bit when,
several days out on the trail, the badly decomposed bodies of three army couriers were found. Soon after burying the bodies Graydon took a small guard
detail and most of the mules and oxen west from the nearly waterless trail to
nearby Gallinas Springs, high up on the western slope of the 8,637-foot Gallinas Peak. After watering the stock, they set up camp. The next morning scouts
galloped in with the news that Indians were approaching. Worried that the
Apaches might be after his herd, Graydon deployed his small command to
ambush the warriors. Manuelito soon rode up with a dozen warriors and signaled that he wished to parley. Graydon ordered his men to stand down and
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approached the chief to see what he wanted. Manuelito replied that he wished
peace talks with the white eyes. His people were hungry and needed food. The
Irish captain seized this opportunity to end a war before it began by distributing what few rations he had on hand—some flour, sugar, and an oxen—to the
Apaches. Manuelito and his people departed in a good humor.
Graydon led his men back to the wagon train where he encountered Maj.
Arthur Morrison with Company I of the First New Mexico on their way to Fort
Stanton from Peralta. The thirty-five-year-old major had already developed
an intense contempt for the swashbuckling Graydon. Morrison, like Graydon
and so many of those fighting to dispossess the Apaches, was an immigrant.
Born in Frankfurt, Germany, he had come to New Mexico in 1849 where he had
promptly changed his name and opened a mercantile business. Although Jewish, he converted to Catholicism to marry a Hispana from a well-to-do family
in Las Vegas. His position as a prominent businessman by the time he enlisted
in the volunteers helped secure him the field rank. Morrison, upon hearing of
Graydon’s encounter with Manuelito, reprimanded the captain for disobeying
Carleton’s “Black Flag” orders. Hardly a man to take criticism lightly, Graydon
“in the most emphatic language protested against such a course in attacking or
butchering these Indians.” Morrison replied that the captain had his orders to
“respect no Indians whatsoever” and to shoot them on sight. Morrison was a
drunkard unworthy of the uniform he wore and would later be forced to resign
to avoid court-martial. He had deeply wounded the proud Irishman, and their
feud set up one of the greatest tragedies in the history of Apacheria.52
The next morning Graydon led a scouting party back to Gallinas Springs. He
was naturally anxious to get away from Morrison, but he also knew that Manuelito would be easy to find. Charles Beach, a local rancher and Indian trader
who knew the Mescaleros well, accompanied Graydon to the springs. Graydon intercepted Manuelito’s band and made peace signs, and as the Mescaleros
approached, ordered his men to be ready to fire. Manuelito walked up to Graydon and Beach, saying he was on his way to Santa Fe to meet with Carleton, and
asked for some tobacco. Graydon responded by sending a shotgun blast into his
head at point blank range. All the soldiers opened fire. José Largo, another chief,
was also killed along with ten warriors and an old woman. Carleton’s Black Flag
had been honored.
When Major Morrison learned of the fight he promptly labeled it a massacre. He now denounced Graydon for deceiving the Apaches with offers of liquor
and then murdering them. Any sense of a search for truth was lost in the feud
between the two soldiers, with the dead Apaches pawns in Morrison’s pathetic
vendetta. Graydon had further confused the issue by distributing seventeen
captured horses and mules, as was the New Mexico custom, to his men. His
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friend Beach was also given a horse and a mule. Morrison confiscated the animals as government property and ordered an official inquiry into the “Gallinas
Massacre.”
Carson reached Fort Stanton just as this feud unfolded. Although unwilling
to take sides in the dispute, Carson was highly suspicious of Graydon’s “victory”
over the Mescaleros. He reported his concerns to Carleton. While bragging in dispatches to Washington of Graydon’s triumph, the general wrote back to Carson
that “if you are satisfied that Graydon’s attack on Manuelito and his people was
not fair and open, see that all the horses and mules, including two said to be in the
hands of one Mr. Beach, of Mazana, are returned to the survivors of Manuelito’s
band.” Carson did this and also took a step further, ordering the arrest of Beach.53
Two weeks later Captain McCleave surprised a large Mescalero village in Dog
Canyon. This was a favored Sacramento Mountain campsite where U.S. Dragoons had first battled the Apaches back in 1849. McCleave’s soldiers routed the
Indians and captured their camp, and although they did not kill many Apaches,
they demoralized the survivors. McCleave’s fight, along with the death of Manuelito, convinced the Mescaleros that further resistance was futile.
Led by their chiefs Cadete, Chato, and Estrella, several hundred Mescaleros hurried to Fort Stanton to surrender to Carson. The colonel disobeyed
Carleton’s orders and accepted the surrender, distributing army rations to the
Mescalero families. Indian agent Lorenzo Labadie had also just arrived at Fort
Stanton. Labadie, long a resident of New Mexico, was Carson’s old friend and
they now devised a scheme to send a Mescalero delegation to Santa Fe to make
peace with Carleton. Carson would remain at Fort Stanton to protect the Mescaleros who had come in while Labadie, with a military escort, accompanied
Cadete and four other Mescalero leaders to Santa Fe.54
Carlton met with the chiefs on 24 November. Cadete (whose Mescalero
name was Gian-nah-tah, or The Ready) spoke eloquently for the Mescaleros:
“You have driven us from our last and best stronghold, and we have no more
heart. Do with us as may seem good to you, but do not forget we are men and
braves.” Carleton had already decided on the fate of the Mescaleros. They were
to be the first Indians to settle on his new reservation on the plains of eastern
New Mexico. He had already ordered the construction of a new post on the
Pecos River at the Bosque Redondo (Round Forest), where his forty-squaremile reserve would be located. Fort Sumner, named for Carleton’s hero, the
recently deceased Maj. Gen. Edwin V. “Bull” Sumner, was to protect New Mexico from Comanche raiders to the east while overseeing the general’s grand
experiment in Indian removal. The Mescaleros and other hostile tribes would
be imprisoned there and kept from contact with the Rio Grande settlements.
Carleton assured his superiors that he would transform these Apache warriors
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into productive farmers and “have them, in short, become what is called in this
country—a pueblo.”
Labadie returned to Fort Stanton with the Mescalero chiefs to gather their
people for the journey to Bosque Redondo. While the Bosque had long been a
favorite campsite for the Mescaleros, especially when meeting with the Comanches or trading with the Comancheros, it was still no place for a mountain people to live. But Cadete knew he had no option left but to submit to Carleton’s
will. By March some four hundred had made the sad journey northward, while
Carson’s patrols scoured the mountains for any holdouts.55
Carson’s most serious problem at Fort Stanton was not with the Mescaleros,
but with his own undisciplined volunteers. The old mountain man, hardly a
stickler for military discipline, allowed his regiment to become, as one observer
noted, notorious for “murder, alcoholism, embezzlement, sexual deviation,
desertion, and incompetence.” Eventually nearly half of Carson’s officers were
forced to resign in disgrace.56
In early November these disciplinary issues boiled over upon the arrival of
J. M. “Doc” Whitlock at Fort Stanton. The doctor had served as regimental surgeon for the First New Mexico Volunteers before its reorganization and transfer
to Fort Stanton. Whitlock had come to see Carson for a letter of recommendation and he waited for him in the post sutler’s store on the evening of 4 November 1862. Paddy Graydon came in and trouble followed. Whitlock, like Major
Morrison, was a serious man who had no use for the happy-go-lucky, flamboyant Irishman. The doctor had just published a bitter denunciation of the murder
of Manuelito in a Santa Fe newspaper. Graydon immediately approached Whitlock, who was playing cards with several officers, to demand an apology. The
doctor refused but promised to talk with Graydon about it in the morning. He
returned to his card game while Graydon stormed out.
Graydon found Whitlock early the next morning having coffee with several
officers in front of the sutler’s store. Still fuming, he ordered Whitlock from the
post: “I am an officer and you are a pimp that follows the army!”
“Captain you are in the wrong,” Whitlock retorted as both men drew their
pistols. Graydon’s first shot missed, but his second hit Whitlock in the wrist. The
doctor fired back, striking Graydon in the chest. “The son-of-a-bitch has killed
me,” Graydon mumbled as he fell to the ground. As Graydon’s companions carried the wounded captain to his tent, the doctor, sensing the mood of the crowd,
bolted for the sutler’s store and then out its back door.
He did not get far. Several men from Graydon’s company pursued Whitlock,
gunning him down as he fled. More men of Graydon’s company soon gathered. They emptied their pistols and shotguns into the doctor’s body, leaving
him a bloody pulp. Carson rushed to the scene and flew into a rage. He ordered
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regimental assembly and had Graydon’s company disarmed. “I’ll have you scoundrels to swing before sunset!” he roared.
Cooler heads prevailed. The following day Carson ordered Graydon to
resign, but death prevented the captain from complying, so that the irate colonel had to satisfy himself with sending three H Company soldiers to Santa Fe
in irons to stand trial for Whitlock’s murder. A few days before their trial could
begin, the three men escaped from jail and vanished from sight—a good solution to all save Carson.57
For Paddy Graydon it was a sad end to a fabulous, if short, career. He might
well have been, like Kit Carson, one of the great heroes of the American frontier
had he lived. Now all he received was a lonely grave in the Sierra Blanca and a
footnote or two in history. His brief life was certainly colorful and romantic, but
it was also reflective of the kind of success open to bright, energetic immigrants
on the American frontier. He was, indeed, the stuff of legend.
Soon after New Year’s Day, 1863, Carson reported the end of the Mescalero
campaign to Carleton, assuring the general that “the Bonito and Pecos valleys
might now be cultivated without danger of Indian depredations.” Carson was
being overly optimistic, or perhaps he just wanted to return to his family in
Taos. At least a hundred Mescaleros were still at large, some hiding out in the
Sacramentos, but most fleeing west to seek sanctuary with their cousins, the
Gila Apaches of Mangas Coloradas. In March, a band of Hispanic salt gatherers were slaughtered just to the west of Fort Stanton, and soon after, a raid was
made on the fort’s horse herd. A courier’s burned body—tied to a stake—was
also discovered not far from the fort.
Carson was back in Santa Fe by February, having resigned from his command.
He had joined the army to fight rebels, not Indians, and now wanted to return
home to Josefa and the family in Taos. Carleton simply tore up the resignation.
He had plans for his favorite officer—a summer campaign against the Navajos.58
Carleton was determined to crush the Apaches and Navajos once and for all,
even though the two tribes were often mortal enemies. The defeat of the Navajos, and their removal from their homeland, would actually free the Apaches
to the south from that threat from the north. Carleton’s campaign against the
Navajos would prove to be a resounding, if controversial, success. The Apaches,
however, would frustrate the general’s grand plan and the plans of many more
generals to come.
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